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	Falling Down

**I don't own anything, other than my plot.**

**000**

There was a mark on his skin, on his back. That was his _Soulmark_, the one thing that convinced him he was still human. If he truly was the soulless beast others made him out to be, then why did he have this? Every human, every person had one. His happened to be a pair of angel wings, one side dark and the other light. Since the beginning of his very existence, he has waited for that one person. The single person he knew that could liberate him from this _hell._

The labs were terrible. He was helpless there, no authority over himself. He was property, owned by the company that was slowly killing the very Planet they lived on. The labs were almost as bad as Professor Hojo, the lead scientist of the Project. The sadistic man took joy in other's pain, especially his. Hojo even went as far as to assign himself to the Cadet's injections. There was also the sneaking suspicion that he was doing more experiments than the ones in his monthly report.

He waited, and waited, and _waited_.

Finally, when he was about sixteen, he had the Vision. A small snapshot of the first time he would lay eyes on his significant other. It excited him just as much as it horrified him. A flying ship, reminiscent to that of a pirate ship, was exploding in midair. Monsters, none he'd ever seen, attacked and spewed various substances from yellow poison to green fire. Teens fought them off, much more efficiently than any platoon of Cadets. And there, in the air above the coast of what seemed to be Junon, a body was falling. Down, down, down, the sun illuminating the dark figure as it descended to the water's surface.

It was so horrible, he'd thought it to be a dream.

Only, he wasn't the only one to think it was a nightmare.

**000**

The angel wings on his back were a comfort to him. Warm, cozy, almost snug, like a hug. Only, he wouldn't have known what a hug was until he met his only two friends. The wings reminded him that no matter the deed, the sin, the slaughter, or the battle, he was not a monster. He had real, actual feelings and emotions. He was a person, no matter how fucked up he was.

Those fakes, oh how he _loathed_ them. The plastered smiles, the plastic love. It filled him with rage, fury that burned worse than an inferno. They were just so _fake_, it was obvious. How they didn't care, no one cared. Not truly care, anyway.

The wings were his freedom, only his. The knowing, the thought that somewhere, out there, someone would understand. They'd understand how he felt, how to listen and just _get it. _It annoyed him how simpletons wouldn't comprehend that he knew, he knew they didn't really care or give a damn. It was exhausting how many times he had to deal with incompetent imbeciles, he grew tired of their stupid games.

He met his only friend, a poor boy, when they were young and stuck together. Both entered the SOLDIER Program and climbed the ranks, battling together. Then, their newest addition completed the set. But there was always a piece missing, an empty hole in his very being. No matter how many times he tries to smother the lonely feeling, it always peeks out.

His Vision came to him when he was fourteen, asleep in the Cadet barracks. The snippet of action had made him fall out of his bunk, shivering uncontrollably, and not from the cold. They were underwater, a dark figure sinking into the depths. There was an ethereal beauty to it, the rays of sunlight shining down on pale skin as the dark shadows licked up their form. Dark ebony strands drifted up to cover a round face, bubbles dribbling out of their parted lips. Hands floating upwards for anything, slender fingers splayed for something to grab.

The burning of his lungs ghosted over him from time to time, filling him with the determination to get stronger. The stronger he is, the more capable he is to save them. They're the only one that he knew would care unconditionally.

**000**

His Soulmark had been a source of strength, to go on knowing that there was a tomorrow. His life was not the easiest, but not the hardest. His motivation of life. Forever there, his Soulmark had guided his way to becoming the man he is today.

Living in poverty forced him to steal. Though he never liked it, as it tarnished his honor, it was necessary for survival. His mother has always been there for him, and had passed on the Buster Sword to him. That had not been the point he'd sworn on his honor to protect his most important people.

The Vision came to him when he was young, being only seven. On an empty stomach he fell asleep in his cottage on his mother's lap. The sun had blinded him before his sight focused on the scene. He was on a harbor, lush grass under his feet as the sun set over the horizon. A familiar red blur was on the ground next to a dark, soaked body. Unruly locks fell from their mop of black hair onto their face, shielding it from his view. Sickly pale skin stretched over lean muscles and bone, though dwarfed in size. They were limp on the ground next to his friend.

He'd woken up screaming, sobbing into his mother's embrace as she shushed him. The still form of the person had struck a deep fear of losing those precious to him. His dreams, his goals all revolved around protecting those he loved.

**000**

She was born without a Soulmark. Plain and simple. And she didn't care all that much. If there was no one out there for her, then okay. But she didn't like the looks she was given, as though she were someone to be pitied. That's where she drew the line.

A person without a Soulmark was considered to be a sad creature, one of eternal misery and depravedness. Mother's shielded their children from such, as though they carried a disease that could immediately take away their happiness. Some thought of those without Marks as sasd, others soulless. If that were so true, then why did she not mind it? Was she even human?

The answer was no. At least, not entirely. Half human, half _god. _Her luck was rotten from before she was even born. And so was her sisters'. Both had not been born with them, though one had gained a Mark in the span of her not-death. That led to her happiness.

Did she even want one? She'd always been alone, and found nothing wrong with it. It was how people (could she even be considered a person?) like her were meant to be. Alone. Cold. Heartless.

But her sister. The one that had met her tragic fate. She didn't deserve that, to be labelled like she were a scoundrel, like her. She was warm, and kind, and considerate. Everything about her was perfect. Their parents had always doted on her, even if they never noticed it. She was the golden child, the one that would succeed in life.

Only, they were left with the disappointment instead.

Oh, she knew she wasn't what her father had wanted. A pathetic, scrawny, waste of utter space that was too small to fill in the shoes left by her big sister. The expectations were low, and even when she'd exceeded those of her sister, she was still an outcast. The stench of failure, etched upon her from birth, followed like a shadow. Always leaning on her shoulders, whispering terrible thoughts in her ear. That she wasn't good enough, she would never be good enough.

And she wouldn't.

And she didn't care.

And there was proof of it too.

The others could sense it, like a bright neon sign stapled to her forehead saying "FAMILY DISAPPOINTMENT!" She was always the last wheel of everything, a kid getting in the way. If she hadn't meddled, they would have succeeded anyway. Always outstaying her welcome, to both safe havens. A freak among freaks. An outcast among outcasts. Never to fit in. They may not have noticed, unintentional as it was. But...

She just wasn't needed.

And that was okay.

It even made her smile, albeit a little bitterly.

Because she's known from the very start.

Because she knew that she was loveless.

**000**

The spear was coming closer. Each millisecond, it soared through the air, aimed at her heart. Each sense was heightened beyond compare, she could hear the blood rushing in her ears. Closer, closer.

She would die. Goodbye everyone. Back to that place she hated, the one that left her so cold and dry. Everything she worked for will be gone, everything that she accomplished for nothing.

Because she was going to die. Again.

The explosions of the ship had spread rubble everywhere. Shouts and clashing of metal was everywhere and nowhere. All she could focus on was herself and the celestial bronze tipped spear hurling at her torso. Even if she moved, she would get a critical hit. There wasn't enough ambrosia and nectar to safely consume in time to heal her.

This was it.

The end.

She closed her eyes and resigned to her fate, only -

It didn't end. She was pushed behind someone, they were blocking the sun. A halo reached far behind the person, ripped shirt and chain belt with a sword of soul-sucking power to match.

"Nico." She breathed, elated that she had been saved from another death. A smile stretched across her face, there would be no visit from Thanatos again. The smile was reciprocated.

A warm speckle was accidentally spat on her cheek, "Hey."

It was then that the cold hand of fear gripped her heart. Tightly it squeezed in realization of what happened.

The wooden handle was wrenched from the chest of her savior, and down the body was flung. Over the railing of the crow's nest and out of reach.

Down, down, down.

The body of a hero flew, like an angel struck from the sky.

**"Nico!"**


End file.
